sos 
burg gnonUs s. g. 


K ca- CASTLE ; 
OR, 
THE BIRTH 

| OF THE 
PRINCE oF W 4LES. 

A MUSICAL PIECE, 

IN TWO ACTS, 
PERFORMED AT TAE 


THEATRE ROYAL, 


HAY-MARKET, 
—— re ee —— -— 
LONDON: : 


\ i 
PRINTED BY W WOODFALL, 


FOR r. CADELL, IN THB STRAN Dy 


—— 


1793s 


22 Iten Rowe - 


SONGS, . 
IN 


CAERNARVON CASTLE 


. 


AIR. Mr. DAviESs. 
1. 


Asks deareſt Jane, what potent ſpell 
Can calm the breaſt where love wou'd 
dwell ? | 
Bid her diveſt her elegant mind 
Of taſte all perfect, ſenſe refin'd ; 
Of fancy, which in many a ſeat, 
Decks what already ſeem'd complete; 
Oh, bid her do all this, and prove 
If yet her ſwain can ceaſe to love. 


A 2 11. Not 


( 4 By 


11. 


Not while her melody of ſong 

Wafts light the dulcet notes along; 
Not while her lip with ſofter ſkill 5 A 
Breathes out ſuperior muſic ſtill; 7 
Not while her eye to my ſond heart 

Can ſpeech more eloquent impart 

Oh, ceaſe to ſpeak, to look, to move, 

And then your fwain may ceaſe to love. 


AIR 


( 5) 


AIR.—Mifs Dx Can, 
2 
IF ingle, and up to the ears 
In love and fancy'd fears, 
A poor fellow leads a devil of a liſe; 
When Miss is in her pouts, 
Full of flirts, and flings, and flouts, 
To check the riſing ſigh, 


And raiſe his ſpirits high, 
Let him follow the ſhrill-ton'd fife. 


11. 


If married, alas! poor man, 
He's wrong do what he can, 
And is dunn'd by the noiſe and the 
ſpleen of a wife; 
How ſhrill is the ſcold and the ſquall, 
The whimper, the ſhriek, and the bawl ! 
To check the riſing ſigh, 
And raiſe his ſpirits high, 
Let him follow the ſhrill-ton'd fiſe. 


DUET 


DUE! 
Mrs. KEMBLE and! fr Camy. 


Mrs. K £581. E 
I'm ready. 
Miſs Dr Cane (difating ). 


te Dear Sir, 
« ] bluſh to confeſs that I gueſs your 
_ defign, 
ee And that my tender heart's trepann'd ; 
c You know, 
ce Sir, the gallery this evening, remem- 
ber at nine ? | 


Mrs. KEMBLE. 


is What at nine ? 


Miſs DR Came. 


„ Remember at nine!“ 
So for the reſt he'll „ 


Mrs. 1 


Yes, all the reſt he'll underſtand. 
AIR 


ATR.,—-Mr. E + WNISTER, Jun, 


WHEN call'4 by our Country and King 
to pfotect 'em, 
No fas can withhold us, no terrors 
annoy, | 
T ho' dangers ſurround us, why, ſure we 
expect em, 
And the heart beats the rub-a-dub feel- 


ings of joy. 


11, 


Shou'd we think upon thoſe we love dearly, 
Heaven bleſs em! 
A ſigh will our e, boſoms 
employ, 
But the hope that we ſoon ſhall return to 
careſs em, 


Soon beats up the va feelings 
of Joy. 


111. And 


: A 
Be $5.4 
* 1 0 


e- $i; 


111. 


And if a poor comrade ſhall fall down 
beſide us, 
To ſoldier-like raptures this gives ſome 
alloy ; 
Then the thought that our ations to Fame 
have ally'd us, 
Will beat- up the rub-a-dub feelings of 


joy. 
| When call d by our country, &c. [repeated] 


DUET 


DUET.,—Mr. Soutn and Mrs. Bland, 


Mrs. BLanp. 


Ah, me !—what's here? 
I ſhake—with fear 
Oh lud !—oh dear! 


Mr. SvuertT. 


Sure there's nothing to alarm one— 


Mrs. BLAND. 


Dunna let the goblins harm 'un. 


Mr. SuETT. 


The . burns a little blueiſh— 


Mrs. BLANVo .. 
An you leave un, *twou'd be Jewiſh, 


. Ah, me !-—what's dere 
I ſhake—with fear 
Oh! lud—oh! dear. 


R FINALE 


( 10 ) 


FINAL E. 


NOR foreign wiles, nor factious zeal, | 
When moſt the madd'ning pow'r they 
feel, e | | 
And hurl aloft, with furious hand, 
The reeking blade and flaming brand, 
Can cruſh imperial. England's ſway; 
For from the Throne, like ſolar rays, 
When Freedom, Love, and Juſtice blaze, 
And Anarchy lies clogg'd with chains; 
Not with more pride the Monarch reigns, 
Than grateful Subjects feel t' obey. 


END OF ACT IL, 


AIR.—Mr. Bany1isTzR, Jun. 


MAN takes woman as his bane, 

Putting prudence out of joint ; 

Ever diff'ring like a vane, 
Her's the feather, his the point; 

When you're ſilent, they are loud, 
When yop're ſullen, they are kind; 

Woman, like a thunder cloud, 
Ever runs againſt the wind. 


Plump againſt your will they ſouſe, 
When you ſmile they're ſure to pour; 
Like a Dutchman's weather-houſe, 
One is in, when t'other's out. 
When you're ſileut, &c. 


Never on her judgment dwell, 

If you'd drink from reaſon's cup; 
Like two buckets at a well, 

Her's is down when your's is up. 
When you're filent, &c. 

B 2 AIR 


"0.88 -Þ 


| AIR—Mrs. KEeMBLE, 


DOWN the cheek nipt by ſlight's early froſt, 
T he tears that ſo gently decline, 

May revive the rich bloom it had loſt, 
But alas! they can never cheer mine, 


The dew to the new-bloſſom'd fa ver, 
May ſcent and may beauty impart ; 

But uſeleſs and vain is the ſhow'r, 
That falls on a love-canker'd heart. 


— 


. 
AIR—Mr. Daviks, 


WHEN the trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And its clangor calls to arms, 

In the noiſe and the rout and the rattle; 
Then valour bids—advance— 
But in ſprightlier ſounds, 
When it leads up the dance, 
Ho my heart rebounds, | 

The evening after the battle. 


When the pipe, ſhrill and neat, 
And the drum loud and deep, 
Bid the many twinkling feer, 
From the petticoat peep, 
How my heart rebounds, 
As the trumpet ſounds, 
The evening after the battle. 


AIR 


(140 
AIR—Miſfs Dz Cam. 


HOW oft, where cooling zephyrs play, 
On Loddon's fertile ſide; 

1 with my love have paſs'd the day, 
He aſk'd me for his bride. 

Oh ! the tongue, the babb'ling tongue, that 
did my heart betray, 

He pred, I bluſh'd, he wept, 1 lighed, 

And look*d my heart away. 


But men our eaſy love diſdain, 
And real bleſſings mils, 

No longer pleas'd but while we feign 

To check the offer'd kiſs. 

Oh! the pang, the chilling papg—when 
lighted maids complain, 

Shou'd Edmund ſpurn his Jane and bliſs, 

Twou'd rend my heart in twain. 


AIR 


( 15 ) 


 AIR—Mrs. Bran. 


AH, woe is me, 

Should Cuddy be 
So vaſt unkind and fickle grown! 

But he's a bonny blade, 

And he loves his own dear maid, 
And wunna leave her here to ſigh alone. 


His chubby cheek 
Is ſmooth and ſleek, 

And his lips ſo round and ruddy gron, 
And he kiſſes me fo ſweet, | 
Whence'er we chance to meet, 

That I'd kiſs him too again, but that 

ſhame ſays no. 


4 


Then prithee dear, 
Haſte quickly here, 
Nor be unkind and fickle grown ; 
Far away ſhou'd Cuddy hie, 
And leave me here to figh, 
To wring his guilty heart, I'd break. 


my own. 


FINAL E 


| 
| 


——- — 


( (16:1) ) 
FINALE. 


(AVE the trophy'd chaplet high, 
Pour the rich libation round, 
Dance and ſong and minſtrelſy, 
Mirth and every jocund ſound, 


HAIL THE 12th OF AUGUSF, 


Semi Chor, Jeſt that drives dull care away, 
Wit beguiling leiſure, 

Guld th- auſpicious natal day, 
With every ſocial pleaſure. 


SoLo—Mr, BANNISTER. 


= 1 If to foſter the hearts i in the ſmiles of a court 


And of ſcience at once be the pride and 
| ſupport; | 

From merit's bright! rays chace obſcurity” s 
cloud, | 

And ſtrengthen the boſom by miſery bow'd ; 

If theſe be the bleſſings A PRINCE ſhall 
impart, + _ 

Let joy mantle briſk and dilace &v ev'ry heart. 


| F ULL CHoRus, 
Wave the trophy'd chaplet high, 
Pour the rich libation round, . 
Dance and ſong and minſtrelſy, 
Mirth and every jocund ſound, | 
* THE 12th OF AUGUST, 


Tux zu 


